The Song
swain, contorting his body with a crack of his finger
joints as he clasped his hands before him.
"I do not want you," says Ne'maka, leaping with
unfeminine agility to the other side of the fire.
" I am ground like flour before you,'* sings the swain.
"There is no rose like you," the chorus repeats, and
goes on repeating, beating on its drum.
" I will get you water from the river," sings the swain,
now becoming so very caressing that E. evidently ponders
whether it will not soon be time to take me away.
"I will make your bread," the swain is saying. "I
will make your bed."
But Ne'maka, probably rightly, refuses to believe him,
and with sudden leaps and crouching away from his atten-
tions, repeats: " I do not want you " at every opportunity.
" I will make your food," says the swain, standing quite
still and moving only his neck in the most remarkable
manner.
" What is it you do want?" he sings at last, with the
natural exasperation of practical man in face of woman's
nebulous desires.
" Still I do not want you," says Ne'maka, and nothing
could be clearer than that: and a good thing too, says my
host, for heaven knows what the dance would have become
had she relented.
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